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TOM BRENTON, SOPHOMORE 


‘“THIS MEANS YOU!’ This underscored 
phrase at the foot of the placard calling 
for candidates for the track team, stared 
back at him, with its big, black type, 
challengingly. ‘‘Well, why not?” he 
thought. “I guess I’m as good as any- 
one. By cricky, I will!’ And he forth- 
with noted down the date set for the 
meeting and went out onto the campus, 
his imagination already conjuring up 
scenes in which he, amid the cheers of 
thousands, toed the mark for dear old 
Sanborn, and, at the crack of the pistol, 


was off, romping home, an easy winner, 
while the fellows cheered themselves 
hoarse. 

Tom Brenton had never distinguished 
himself at Sanborn, being now one of a 
class of about two hundred sophomores. 
In his school work he had managed to get 
along without attracting any attention 
from the teachers, favorable or otherwise. 
Outside of his studies, he was a nonen- 
tity, one of the throng which gathers 
in the grandstand, and, led on by a 
spirit more fiery than the rest, bursts 
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forth in cheers and songs, calculated 
to inspire courage in the hearts of the 
football men. 

Like the thousands of other boys who 
attend school, he had let the other fellow 
do all the work, and, incidentally, ac- 
quire all the glory. If anybody had 
asked him ‘‘to come out’”’ for some sport, 
he would have stood aghast. ‘What! 
me? I can’t play football,’’—- baseball, 
or whatever the sport might be. But 
deep in his heart he thirsted for fame. 
Secretly he envied the fellow who was 
carried off the football field on the 
shoulders of an admiring crowd, and 
now the phrase, ‘‘THIS MEANS YOU!” 
struck a responsive chord in the boy’s 
heart. It did mean him and he would 
show them that he could do something. 

As Tom entered the hall where the 
meeting was to take place, he felt that 
every eye was upon him, and that al- 
ready the fellows were laughing among 
themselves at him. He almost wished 
that he hadn’t come, but it was too 
late now, and so he slid unobtrusively 
into a seat in the rear of the room. 

Amid a _ great hand-clapping and 
stamping of feet, ‘Billy’? Wood, the 
coach, rose, and after silence was restored 
made a short speech, in which he 
welcomed the fellows, both old and new. 
Tom instinctively warmed to Mr. Wood’s 
genial expression and pleasant smile, 
and he felt less embarrassed. The 
coach soon got down to business: 

“Now, as you fellows know, we've 
a hard season ahead of us. Fairhaven 
and Billings aren’t going to be any too 
easy, and we certainly must wipe out 
last year’s defeat by Freemont. We've 
lost some good men, but I expect to 
find better in this wealth of new ma- 
terial. Now, a word to you new fel- 
lows. After you begin training, and 
find that you aren’t as good as you 
thought you would be, don’t get dis- 
couraged. Remember that most run- 
ners are not born, but made. If you 
will only stick to it, and not quit, you 


will get more out of it than you think. 
But for fear this might become a sermon, 
I will stop right here and call upon cap- 
tain Eaton to say a few words to you.” 

“Big Bob’ Eaton, who was good for 
forty-four feet with the ‘12-pounder,”’ 
lazily dragged his six feet two to the 
front of the room, and turned facing 
the audience. 

“Gentlemen, unaccustomed as I am 
to public speaking —”’ here he was in- 
terrupted by thunderous applause and 
cries of “hear, hear!’ After bowing 
effusively to left and right, he raised 
his hand to restore quiet. ‘Well, fel- 
lows, all I want to say is that I’m sure 
we're going to live up to the expecta- 
tions of Mr. Wood, and turn out as 
good a track team as Sanborn has ever 
produced. As you go out will you 
please hand your names to Mr. Wood.” 

Tom’s courage, which had risen during 
the coach’s talk, now oozed away. He 
felt afraid to face the twinkling eyes of 
Mr. Wood and to tell him that he didn’t 
know what distance he was going out 
for. He lingered as long as he could, 
and so was the last one to pass the desk 
at which the coach was seated. 

“Well, my boy, what name?” he 
asked pleasantly. 

“Tom Brenton.” 

“What are your expectations, Tom?”’ 

“T don’t know, sir,’’ faltered Tom, 
“T’ve never run much except at home, 
in hare and hound chases.”’ 

“Umm, were you good at it?” 

“T liked it pretty well, and I was al- 
ways one of the hares.” 

“Well, I'll put you down for distance. 
We'll give you a good try-out and find 
out just what you can do. You have 
the build of a distance runner,’’ he added, 
running his experienced eye over Tom’s 
well knit form. ‘What is your weight?”’ 

“One hundred forty-five, stripped.’ 

“Well, if we can get that down under 
one-forty, we'll have some very good 
material to make another John Paul 
Jones out of.” 
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Tom reddened up at this, but he felt 
pleased that the coach should have 
taken so much notice of him. 

“Monday afternoon at three o’clock 


in the gym,” called the coach as Tom 
left the room. 
* * * * 


Three weeks had passed. It was a 
clear, sunny afternoonin April. A cool 
breeze was blowing across the quarter- 
mile cinder track, back of the gymna- 
sium. How good it was to feel one’s 
spikes grip the firm-packed cinders, 
and to have the cool wind blow against 
your chest as you came up the back 
track. It was one of those rare days in 
spring when it feels good to be alive. 
The short, crisp commands of the coach 
floated across the field. 

“More arm action, there, Ryder.— 
Don’t kick up so far behind, Brenton. 
Throw your legs out more in front. 
There, that’s better,’’ he added, as Tom 
came swinging by him at an easy pace. 

In the three weeks that had passed 
since the meeting in the hall, Tom had 
developed fast. A naturally built run- 
ner, he had ‘‘come along’”’ quickly, under 
the energetic coaching of “‘Billy’’. Al- 
though the captain and some of the 
older fellows had told him that he was 
doing great work, nevertheless, he had 
received scant encouragement from the 
coach. When off the field ‘Billy’? was 
as good-natured and pleasant a person 
as one would wish to meet. But he 
ruled his protégés with a rod of iron, 
and if a boy could draw a gruff ‘Not 
bad” from him, it was praise indeed. 
It was not his method to bestow any 
credit where credit was not due, and 
he never let slip a chance to give a 
reprimand. But all the fellows had 
learned to like ‘Billy’? and his ways, 
and there wasn’t one of them who 
wouldn’t “run his head off” for him. 

Tom, after a few try-outs, had finally 
settled on the ‘880’ as his distance. 
There were eight men, including Tom, 
out for this event, of whom two, Smith 


and Ryder, were veterans from last 
year, and practically certain of their 
places. Of the other five, Tom feared 
but one. He was a tall rangy chap 
by the name of Weeden, who had come 
from an academy in another state, and 
who had been on the track team there. 
This still left one place vacant, and Tom 
felt that he was going to be the fourth 
man to toe the mark for Sanborn in the 
‘880.” 

Nor was his confidence misplaced. 
Two days before the meet, came the 
final race, in which the first four to finish 
would qualify for the “Duals.” Tom, 
after a sharp brush with Weeden on 
the last lap, was ‘“‘beaten out ”’ of third 
place by a scant two yards, but crossed 
the line, an easy fourth. 

After receiving the congratulations 
of his team-mates, his cup of happiness 
was filled to overflowing, when, on the 
way to the dressing room, he received 
a short ‘‘good work, Brenton,” from the 
coach. 

The runners took a ‘‘lay-off’’ the next 
day so as to be fully rested up for the 
meet. The coach called a meeting of 
the team that afternoon in the gymna- 
sium. The fellows assembled, chatting 
and laughing, every one of them brim- 
ful of confidence. It cheered Billy’s 
heart to see them thus, for it would bode 
ill for the condition of the men the next 
day if they were to appear nervous and 
uneasy at this late hour. Rapping for 
order he began to speak. 

“Now, fellows, we’re going to win 
that meet to-morrow, and I expect that 
we will win by a comfortable score. 
But I don’t want you to become over- 
confident. Remember that, in a track 
meet, the race is never won until the 
man breaks the tape. There are more 
possibilities for accidents to happen in 
track than in any other sport. A man 
who is counted on for a first may slip 
and fall when the finish is only a yard 
away. A hurdler may stumble on his 
last hurdle, and a broad jumper may 
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misjudge his “take-off.” But I don’t 
want to discourage you. Barring ac- 
cidents we’re going to win, and win 
easily. Now all of you get to bed early 
to-night and forget all about running 
until tomorrow.” 

* * * * 

“Last call for the hundred yard dash!” 
bawled out an official, as he stuck his 
head in the dressing room door. ‘‘Come 
on, make it fast, you fellows,” he re- 
marked with the pompous tone of one 
in authority. The team poured forth 
and gathered at the finish, where they 
could obtain the best view of the dash. 
“Crack!’’ barked the pistol, and the 
meet was on. 

The weather conditions were perfect; 
overhead a clear sky, under foot, a 
firm, springy track. There was no 
appreciable wind blowing, and, taken 
all-in-all, it was an ideal day for the 
meet. 

As the afternoon wore on, it became 
evident that the score was going to be 
closer than was expected. In the ‘‘440” 
Fairhaven showed unexpected strength, 
and, where Sanborn had expected at 
least three places, she got only one —a 
second. In the high jump, Walker, 
who could clear 5 ft. 6 inches in practice, 
was unable to pass the dft. mark, so 
another five points were lost. Captain 
Eaton, with a heave of forty-three feet, 
six inches, easily won the short put, 
but Sanborn again fell down in the pole- 
vault and the mile run. Thus with 
only the broad-jump and the ‘‘880”’ left, 
the score stood, Sanborn 43, Fairhaven 


Captain Eaton groaned inwardly as 
the score was announced, for Sanborn 
was very weak in the broad-jump, and 
but one place had been counted on in 
this event. Nor did they get more. 
Hart, with a fine jump of nineteen feet, 
obtained a second place and three points 
for Sanborn, giving Fairhaven the other 
eight. With the score 46 to 53 against 
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them, it was necessary for the Sanborn 
runners to get the first three places in 
the “880.” 

The coach, with tightened lips, strode 
over to where the little group of four, 
on whom Sanborn was pinning her faith, 
were standing. 

“Well, boys, you know the score. 
It’s up to you. Smith, you’ve got to 
win this, and I want you to trail their 
man, Jensen. He’s the best runner 
they’ve got, and he will start right out 
with the pistol to get such a lead that 
it can’t be cut down. But stick to him, 
don’t let him get away from you, and 
you'll win. Ryder, you take it easy the 
first lap and keep in the ruck; then open 
up on your last lap and run your legs 
off.” Then he turned to Weeden and 
Tom. “Now one of you have got to 
get a third. You're both good men, 
but you, Weeden, have had more ex- 
perience, and so I want you to run your 
own race. Brenton, you are to stick 
to Weeden and not leave him until the 
last hundred yards; then if you feel 
strong enough, pass him. Do you all 
understand?”’ He glanced round in- 
quiringly at the grim young faces before 
him. All nodded. “Then go out now 
and run your heads off.” 

To say that Tom felt nervous as he 
stepped onto the track would be putting 
it mildly. His throat was dry, and his 
heart was beating double-quick under 
his running shirt. His knees felt so 
weak that he could scarcely stand. It 
didn’t seem real that the outcome of 
the meet should hinge on this race. He 
had expected Sanborn to have a com- 
fortable lead when the ‘880”’ was run 
off. But now!—As in a dream he 
heard the starter warning the runners 
about holding their marks, and about 
“cutting the corners.” Then a sudden 
silence fell upon the crowd gathered 
about the start. 

“On your marks!’ As these words 
fell from the starter’s lips, a strange 
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calmness took possession of Tom. His 
brain became clear and his nervousness 
fell away. He forgot the crowd and 
crouched on his mark, his ears strained 
for the starting signal. 

“Crack!” Instantaneously, as it seem- 
ed, the runners leaped forward. As the 
coach had predicted, Jensen jumped 
into the lead at the first corner. The 
runners thinned out behind him. 
Smith was right at Jensen’s heels, and 
two Fairhaven men were bunched be- 
hind him. Weedon and Tom came next. 
Ryder, who was holding himself well 
in check, was in the rear. 

As they neared the first quarter, 
Weeden quickened his pace and passed 
the two Fairhaven runners, Tom dog- 
gedly clinging to his heels. ‘One more 
lap,” called out the judges as the quarter 
mark was passed. As they took the 
next corner, Tom noticed that Weeden 
seemed to have lost his stride, and was 
running with much effort. On the next 
corner he staggered, stumbled, and with 
a groan, fell in a heap on the track. 
Tom had all he could do to avoid trip- 
ping over him. As it was, he was thrown 
off his stride and a Fairhaven man 
flashed by him. 

' In a second, the import of Weeden’s 
fall surged through his mind. His 
chance had come and it was up to him 
“to make good’’. Ahead of him, he 
could see Smith widening the distance 
between him and the fast-tiring Jensen. 
Just then he felt the labored breathing 
of someone behind him. The runner 


remained at his heels for a moment and 
then forged ahead. It was Ryder, 
good old Ryder, who had saved himself 
for this final spurt and was now coming 
like a “house afire!”’ 

And now they were turning the last 
corner with the finish fifty yards ahead. 
Gasping and choking, Tom fought on. 
As through a mist, he saw the seething 
crowds on each side. His lungs were 
afire, and there was a sharp pain shoot- 
ing through his side. Where was that 
finish line? Then above the dim and 
confused mingling of shouts and cheers, 
he heard the ringing voice of the coach, 
“Tom, oh Tom!”’ 

Gathering himself with an effort that 
seemed to pluck out his very heart- 
strings, the boy threw himself forward, 
and staggered across the line into the 
arms of the coach. Then everything 
became blurred and vague, and a 
blinding darkness engulfed him. 

When he was again able to take any 
interest in material things, he found 
himself outstretched on the floor, his 
head supported by the coach’s knee. 
He glanced up, and tried to form that 
all-important question that was rising 
to his lips. 

“Did — did I—” 

The coach anticipated his question, 
“With a yard to spare, and,—” 
But, with a contented smile, Tom had 
again fallen into a sweet oblivion. He 


had been weighed in the balance and 
not found wanting. 
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PIPEOLOGY. 

Yesterday I chanced, about five, o’vlock 
in the evening, to be in the smoker of 
an elevated train, bound south. I en- 
tered at a station far in town, and, hav- 
ing no paper to occupy my time, I began 
to amuse myself by regarding the men 
around. 

What a motley collection it was! 
Italian laborers sitting beside prosperous 
business men; a pedlar, more or less 
clean, wedged between a_ professional 
man and a police officer. But what in- 
terested me far more, were the pipes the 
respective men smoked. Of course not 
all the men smoked pipes, but those who 
did afforded me much pleasure in mak- 
ing comparison between the pipe and the 
man. 

First my eyes rested upon a man in 
the farthest corner. In his mouth was 
an elaborately carved meerschaum with 
an amber stem. Along the bowl was 
carved a figure which might have origin- 
ally been a copy of the Venus de Milo, 
but now resembled an octoroon after a 
severe railroad accident. The pipe was 
chipped as the result of careless handling, 
but when new, evidently had been ex- 
pensive. But how admirably it betrayed 
the owner, as a closer inspection showed ! 
He was a big, corpulent man with many 
stains on his clothing, and everything 
about him betokened a slovenly disposi- 
tion. His clothes were made from rich 
stuffs, but showed a handling that sug- 
gested something which would not be 
kind to say without better proof. 

Disgusted, I sought a more pleasant 
object, and near the central door, I saw 


a pipe with clear, clean-cut lines; it was 
not costly—one of the many so-called 
“briar,’ suspiciously like cherry pipes. 
Nevertheless, it presented an appearance 
which suggested that its owner might be 
a man who was brisk, quick, and de- 
cisive; and:so I believed, for the “man 
behind the pipe’ was a_ scrupulously 
clean, alert young man that it pleased one 
to look at. 

Leaving him, I found my eye attracted 
by a pipe of solid design; it was long, 
heavy, almost stolid looking; certainly 
the bowl held an ounce of tobacco. The 
pipe was being smoked furiously; great 
puffs came from it like a powerful lo- 
comotive ascending a difficult grade; at 
times, the owner’s face was quite hidden 
in the fragrant (?) clouds. “Who,” I 
conjectured, “can the smoker be? Some 
great German enjoying his tobacco after 
a hard day’s work.” But no, I was 
wrong; the owner was a dwarfed boy, 
perhaps much older than his size signi- 
fied. It also seemed to me that he was 
not receiving quite as much enjoyment 
from his smoke as might be thought at 
first glance. 

Unfortunately, my station was close 
by, and I was forced to Jeave my inter- 
esting study of pipeology; yet, truly, all 
such “pipe-dreams” are interesting, if not 
instructive. 
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CHEATING TIME. 
AT quarter past eight in the morning 
with zero weather outside and a cold 
wind shrilling through the open window, 
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I was hugging the blankets closely about 
me, vainly endeavoring to keep warm 
by knocking the fast-collecting icicles 
off my nose, and strenuously arguing 
with myself the need of making one final 
effort to quit that comforting realm of 
slumber in time for the eight twenty- 
seven train, but alas!— my lids heavy, 
my senses dim, and my feet cold, I sank 
back on my pillow resignedly for another 
short period of recreation! But my 
conscience rebelled! After a short in- 
terval of repose, I again roused myself 
sufficiently to obtain a side-long glance 
at my watch. It was seventeen min- 
utes past eight! I lost no time in addres- 
sing myself vehemently with a ‘Look 
here, sonny; really, in the interests of 
humanity, don’t you think you ought to 
get up? Come now, one, two,’—a 
slight bracing of my muscles — ‘‘three!”’ 
A quiver went through my limbs, the 
clothes flew back, the cold wind whistled 
louder than ever, and, although the im- 
pulse was earnestly responded to, I 
lacked the vitality to buck against that 
freezing gale. Shivering frightfully, I 
grabbed the clothes back over me, and 
again enjoyed a blissful moment’s cat- 
nap. It may seem very strange that 
I could command no more will power, 
but again, I began haranguing myself 
for laziness, repeating all the old maxims 
I could think of — “‘rise my soul and 
conquer,’ and the like —to no avail. 
Once, indeed, I managed to raise myself 
bodily about half an inch, but that was 
the extent of my efforts. Settling back 
slowly, a smile came over my face, my 
lids grew heavier than ever, and, with 
all the satisfaction imaginable, I snoozed 
off in deep slumber regardless of the 
fleeting time. It was Saturday! 
Wi teceurkas 
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FIVE DOLLARS. 
When Harrison N. Whittemore, pro- 
prietor of the general store and post- 
master at Missoula, Miss., was busy sort- 
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ing the mail one winter morning, a 
bright, handsome young fellow stepped 
in, and said :— 

“Mr. Whittemore, I don’t know you, 
and you don’t know me. My name is 
John F. Kittson, and I am traveling for 
the M Co. of New York, selling 
shoes. I have been stopping over night 
at the Fitch House, intending to go on 
to St. Louis today to ‘land’ a big order. 
I find that I am short of money and 
need about five dollars to cover expenses. 
Would you lend me that amount? I 
shall pass through here on my return and 
I will see to it that you are paid back.” 

“Well,” said Harrison N., looking him 
over, “I don’t know you, but you’ve got 
an honest face. I'll trust you.” 

He handed the salesman the amount 
named, and John S. Kittson boarded the 
next train for St. Louis. The post- 
office loungers chided the good-natured 
postmaster for his recklessness, telling 
him that he would never see his five 
dollars again. 

The old man took it all good-naturedly, 
and with a twinkle in his eye, told them 
to wait. 

A month passed, and no salesman 
came. Two months went by, and John 
Kittson was nowhere to be seen. A year 
passed, and the topic had gone out of 
conversation. Harrison N. Whittemore 
still went about his duties in his good- 
humored way, and seemed to forget his 
former loan. 

One morning early in May, a pros- 
perous-looking gentleman stepped off the 
St. Louis express, and entered the post- 
office. Harrison looked up. 

“Mr. Whittemore,” he said, “over a 
year and a half ago I was employed by 
a shoe concern in New York, and was 
trying to ‘land’ a big contract in St. 
Louis. I was ‘short,’ you were kind 
enough to help me out, and I promised 
to repay you on my return trip. I never 
returned. I missed my contract; my 
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firm failed, and I was held liable by the 
St. Louis authorities. I hadn’t forgotten 
you. I resolved that if I ever called 
five dollars my own again, it would be 
yours. I have a good position now, and 
my name has been cleared. Accept this 
with my thanks.” 

He laid a ten dollar bill on the counter. 

Harrison looked at the salesman, then 
at the bill. 

“IT knew you’d come ’round again!” 
he said. 

The next day the usual band of gos- 
sips, who were accustomed to loaf 
around the post-office, scratched their 
heads in vain to account for the remark- 
able honesty of the young salesman, and 
when the shades of night drew on, their 
spokesman remarked as follows: “Waz-al, 
b’ys, it ain’t accordin’ to nater, but I 
‘low Harrison knowed what he was 
about.” 
RING BS aS: 


MY EXPERIENCE WITH A SHOT 
GUN. 


THE first time I ever fired a shot-gun 
was several years ago, and it is an 
experience that will never be forgotten. 
I had never been allowed to use any 
fire-arms, but one day I determined to 
try my skill as a hunter, and accordingly 
sneaked off with my cousin’s shot-gun. 
“Bull luck,’’ which some people say 
watches over the innocent, was not at 
hand this time, and I had not gone far 
before I saw a squirrel scampering along 
a near-by stonewall. With feverish 
haste I loaded the gun, took aim, and 
—I guess I must have pulled the trigger; 
at any rate I picked myself up fully 
five feet from where I had been standing, 
and my shoulder was sore for a month. 


HC. 


THE CURSE OF AMBITION. 
a, I 


Crave on, thou damnéd thing, crave on! 
Crave on till thou hast bled 

This body of its breath and life, 

And seen it lying—dead! 


HH: 


This body once so firm and strong, 
Through battles brave hast fought.— 
Thou damnéd, craving, lustful thing, 
Shall’t live to see it rotl 


Hb & 


These eyes once clear, these eyes once 
bright, 

Could see far into darkest night; 

These limbs once sturdy, firm, and strong, 

To battles marched to soldier’s song. 


Ve 
And when from duty done returned 
To home—most heavenly place, 
There was a loved one to embrace, 
For whom the heart had yearned. 


V. 


And so I lived from day to day 
Enjoying sweet, pure air, 

Until at last Ambition’s pride 
Did leave, for quest, its little lair. 


VI. 


For gold, most barren gain of life, 
Lured me to distant lands, 

Till fruitless years have seen me thus: 
Alone on burning sands. 


VII. 
Alone, alone; not even beast 
Upon this putrid flesh to feast. 
The burning sun its rays will reach 
My body dead, my bones to bleach! 
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On February 12, we had the great 
pleasure of listening to an old soldier 
and Latin School boy, Major Henry 
Lee Higginson, B. L. S. ’51, as he spoke 
about Lincoln. Major Higginson’s ad- 
dress was greatly appreciated by all, as 
was shown by the good attention which 
he commanded. More than all else, per- 
haps, we were delighted to have been able 
to see the man in praise of whom we 
have heard so much. The Harvard 
Union building and Soldier’s Field at 
Cambridge are both the gifts of this 
man, and are both great centres of col- 
lege life and activity. It is only through 
his support that the great Symphony 
Concerts are maintained. We cannot 
here attempt to tell all of Major 
Higginson’s activities as president of the 
Harvard Club of Boston, and his many 
other fields of usefulness, but these few 
facts at least serve to emphasize the 
statement that it was indeed a privilege 
which we can never forget to have heard 
and seen the man. 


* *K *« xX 


The twenty-second of February, 1912; 
will forever be remembered by all those 
who attended the Officers’ party as one of 
the most enjoyable days of their school 
life. Much praise is due the dance com- 
mittee for the excellent way in which 
everything was carried on. The class 
is, therefore, able to say that one of its 
committees has fulfilled its allotted tasks, 
retaining its equilibrium perfectly 
throughout—a complimentindeed. Itis 
useless to try to describe the delights of 
the occasion, and, for that matter, poor 
policy, for our stalwart young cadets 
would become so enthralled by the sweet 
memories of the fair sex that study hours 
and even lunch periods would be given 
over to day-dreams. 


Suffice to say that everybody was 
well repaid for coming, especially those in 
charge of the cloak-rooms. 


* * * 


No, those masons were not here to 
plaster up the leaks in our heads, mere- 
ly to deprive us of that merry little 
tinkle of the loosened tiles. A few new 
treads have replaced old ones on the 
stairs. 


* * * * 


The most recent revelation from the 
classics was made in Room 13 a week or 
two ago by one of our more progressive 
Homer students. His translation was 
as follows: ‘‘She placed the beautiful 
robe on the fair-haired knees of Athena!”’ 


* * * * 


More contributions to the paper are 
hoped for in the near future to insure as 
varied and interesting issues as possible. 
Surely you have some anecdote, some 
story which your fellows would like to 
hear. Visit the Register box or see one 
of the editors and let us know about 
it. Make a start! 


*  * * * 


Judging from the racket in the drill 
hall, and whispered opinions without, the 
prize drill promises to be _ the 
best yet. Already rivalry is beginning to 
show itself among the different companies 
and secret consultations are more and 
more common. Candidates for the in- 
dividual drill have been chosen, and 
Quartermaster Carpenter expects to have 
a record squad at Mechanics Hall. 
Drum Major Severy’s aggregation is 
one of the big features. Don’t fail to se- 
cure your tickets early! 
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WASHINGTON’S BIRTHDAY 
EXERCISES. 


On February 21, were held the exer- 
cises in honor of Washington. The pro- 
gramme, written in the vernacular, may 
have baffled the efforts of some of our 
younger brothers in translation, but we 
of the first class are able and anxious to 
prove our ability to translate Latin by 
appending hereto the programme in 
English. 


BOSTON LATIN SCHOOL 
February 21, 1912 


While the boys are entering and taking 
their places, orchestral selections. 

I. With varied measures of music re- 
lating to the love of country, the orches- 
tra, lead by William Pride Henderson, 
will furnish us pleasure. 

II. At the invitation of the Head 
Master, Henry Clifford Bean will read 
aloud parts of the farewell address of the 
father of his country. 

III. At the invitation of the Head 
Master, Alexander Duff will declaim. 

IV. Orchestral selections. 

V. At the invitation of the Head 
Master, Robert Cameron Leggett, 
Robert Levenson, and Homer Milton 
Huggan will read short essays which 
they have written about the father of his 
country as a soldier, as a statesman, and 
as aman. 

VI. Ernest Henry Hoffmann will 
play the violin, accompanied by Arthur 
Jacob Marsh. 

VII. At the invitation of the Head 
Master, Louis Rubin will declaim. 

VIII. There will enter and cross the 
stage, accompanied by appropriate mu- 
sic, mighty soldiers of different nations: 
a German soldier whom Cesar has con- 
quered; a legionary soldier of Rome; and 
a soldier of former America. 


_ This programme afforded us much 
interest, and we consider it the best given 
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for many years. The most notable fea- 
ture was the music. Mr. Henderson has 
developed a remarkable orchestra, con- 
sidering the fact that he has made it 
of raw material. Hoffmann’s playing, 
too, gave us much pleasure, and I think 
we all agree that he carried himself like 
a master. We must compliment Bean 
on the interesting way in which he read 
his selection, and all three of the ori- 
ginal essays on Washington deserve 
much praise both for their substance and 
their delivery. The declamations were 
decidedly successful, adding a pleasing 
variety to the more serious parts of the 
exercises. But what seemed to be of 
most interest to the school at large were 
the so-called “‘shades,’’ inspiring awe and 
trepidation in the audience. Luckily 
no wigs fell off to deceive our innocent 
beliefs. 


At the close of the exercises was an 
exhibition drill by the third battalion, 
Nash acting as major. The whole pa- 
rade went off excellently, but the most 
notable feature was the drilling of the 
drum corps. Drum Major Severy has 
brought his men almost to a state of 
perfection. We consider his corps to 
be the best the Latin School has shown 


for years. 
ALUMNI. 


Sixty students, out of a class of about 
six hundred Harvard freshmen, were 
exempted for the second half year from 
English A—that is, they were credited 
with a full course for a half year’s work 
—for the excellency of their work dur- 
ing the first half year. We are glad to 
announce that one-twelfth of that num- 
ber are from this school, and it may be 
added that, although this exemption per- 
mits them to drop the subject, despite 
the requirement of a fee of ten dollars, 
they all expect to continue it throughout 
the year, so valuable do they consider 
the course to be. The following were 
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declared exempt by Prof. Greenough :— 
Murray Frothingham Hall, ’11; Grover 
John Shoholm, ’10; Edward Wheeler 
Wilder, *11; Trevor Washington Swett, 
"II, and Charles Christian Petersen, 
editor-in-chief of “The Register’ last 
year. 
te ee ee 

Wilfred Frederick Kelly, B. L. S. 
"II, was awarded a second prize of 
twenty-five dollars for a historical essay 
on “The Attitude of France Toward the 
United States During the Civil War.” 
This and other awards were made at 
the thirty-first annual presentation of the 
Mary Hemenway prizes at the Old South 
Church on February 22. 


x ok OK x 
Malcolm Justin Logan, president of 


the class of 1911, paid the school a 
visit recently. 


GA ts CAT 13 


Rev. W. W. Fenn, ’80, spoke before 
the Harvard Club of Fall River, and 
Carl B. Marshall, ’00, before the Harvard 
Club of Rhode Island, at dinners held 
recently. 


* * * * 
Eight of the members of the American 
Academy of Arts and Letters are Har- 


vard men; one of these, Charles Francis 
Adams, ’52, is a Latin School graduate. 


* * * * 


Norton Baldwin, ’07, is with William 
Salomon and Company, of New York. 


* * * * 
Robert F. Clark, ’58, died recently. 
* * * * 


Thomas C. O’Brien, ’05, was recently 
appointed Bail Commissioner for the 
Brighton District. 


CARTOON. 


Disg ustedly between grunts: ~ “How do you say “Curses? wn Greek?” 


If VDE): 
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BASEBALL. 


On or about April Ist there will be 
held the spring practice of the base- 
ball team. The school, while unable to 
provide Southern grounds for the team, 
has secured the use of the Reservoir 
grounds for daily practice. These are 
good grounds for practice and the grass- 
covered diamond infield affords a soft 
place for the slider. Captain Nelson 
intends to have a meeting before long, 
and expects to have fully forty-five can- 
didates out for the team. 


THE TRIANGULAR MEET. 


Boston Latin, Cambridge Latin, New- 
ton High. 

By winning 42 points, the Newton 
High School’s track team won the tri- 
angular meet from the Cambridge Latin 
School and the Boston Latin School. 
The Boston Latin School was second 
with 23 points, and the Cambridge Latin 
School was a poor third with 6 points. 

The meet was very exciting from start 
to finish. Much credit is due the of- 
ficials for the capable way in which they 
handled the events, everything being run 
off quickly and smoothly. A good-sized 
contingent from each of the schools was 
on hand to cheer for its respective team, 
and much enthusiasm prevailed. 

Two track records were broken. 
Boudrot, the Newton sprinter, set up 
the new mark of 3 3-5 seconds in the 
30-yard dash, and Kenneth Tucker, also 
of Newton, won the 1000-yard run in 
2m. 34s., lowering the previous track 
record by 3 seconds. In the 30-yard 
dash, which came first on the card, our 
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runners were rather unfortunate. In 
this event the Newton athletes took all 
three places. As the runners broke the 
string in the final of the 30-yard hurdle 
it seemed that Brady, of our school, and 
Adams, the Newton High captain, were 
tied for the first honors. The judges, 
however, decided in favor of Adams, 
who had won by only an inch or so. 
McNeil of Newton had come in first, 
but, having run under the tape, was dis- 
qualified, and so was not eligible for 
points. Once again Adams came in 
ahead, this time in the 300-yard dash. 
Trailing close behind came O'Callaghan 
of the Boston Latin School, who ran a 
well-judged race. One of the most ex- 
citing events was the 1000-yard run, 
which was finally won by Tucker of 
Newton, who beat out Cusick on the last 
lap. It was nip-and-tuck between Cusick 
and his opponent all the way, and more 
familiarity with the corners would un- 
doubtedly have enabled him to win. As 
it was he forced the winner to break 
the record. Determined to have at least 
one win to his credit, Cusick won the 
600-yard run in good time, and his team- 
mate, Captain Salladine, secured second 
place. In the high jump there was a 
tie for second place between Burrows of 
Newton and Hamlin of Boston Latin. 
The points were divided, and Burrows 
won the medal on a jump-off. The best 
mark in the shot-put was made by Put- 
nam of the Cambridge Latin School. 


SUMMARY OF EVENTS. 


30-yard dash.— Won by Boudrot, New- 
ton; second, Adams, Newton; third, 
Wilbur, Newton. Time—3 3-5s. 
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300-yard run.—Won by Adams, New- 
ton; second, O’Callaghan, Boston Latin; 
third, Coughlin, Cambridge Latin. Time 
— 38s. 

600-yard run.—Won by Cusick, Bos- 


ton Latin; second, Salladine, Boston 
Latin; third, Whitney, Newton. Time 
—Im. 29s. 

tooo-yard run—Won by Tucker, 


Newton; second, Cusick, Boston Latin; 
third, Rooze, Newton. Time—2m. 34s. 

30-yard hurdles—Won by Adams, 
Newton; second, Brady, Boston Latin; 
third, Van Buskirk, Newton. Time— 
4 I-58. 

High jump.—Won by Faithe, Newton ; 
second, tie between Burrows, Newton, 
and Hamlin, Boston Latin. Height— 
5ft. 2 I-2in. 

Shot-put—Won by Putnam, Cam- 
bridge Latin; second, Walker, Newton; 
third, Soucy, Boston Latin. Distance— 
38ft. 4 3-4in. 

Relay race——Won by Newton (Adams, 
Raymond, McNeil, Tucker); second, 
Boston Latin (Salladine, Cusick, O’Cal- 
laghan, Vinal). Time—2m. 29s. (A 
track record). 


ENGLISH HIGH SCHOOL 57 1-2, 
BOSTON LATIN 30 1-2. 

The annual indoor track meet between 
the two rivals, the English High School 
and the Boston Latin School, was held 
on Feb. 16, at the Latin School drill hall. 
Such a contest as this, between rivals 
of long standing, excited much interest, 
and there were many representatives 
from other schools to get an estimate of 
the strength of the two schools. 

Captain Irving Howe of the English 
High School was the star of the meet. 
This man won four first places, making 
a total of 20 points. He was the winner 
of the running high jump, the 30-yard 
dash, the 600-yard dash, and the shot- 
put. Soucy, of the Latin School, was 
second among the point winners, with a 
total of 13 points. 
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At the very start the English High 
runners scored all of the 11 points in 
the 30-yard dash, and with this lead 
kept easily ahead. A surprise came in 
the 30-yard hurdles, however, when 
Soucy of Latin School beat out O’Brien 
and Bikofsky of the Montgomery street 
school. O’Brien was looked upon as the 
probable winner of this event, but 
Soucy’s excellent form and fast running 
were too much for him. Soucy again 
won a first place, this time in the 300- 
yard dash. Pendleton of English High 
pressed him closely but lacked the final 
spurt. Howe, representing the Blue and 
Blue, won the 600-yard run as was ex- 
pected. Repeating his performances of 
the past two months, Cusick won the 
1ooo-yard run. Meyers of the Boston 
Latin School ran a plucky race in the 
mile and finished several yards ahead 
of the second man. Howe won the shot- 
put with the mark of 44ft. 5in. 


SUMMARY OF EVENTS. 


30-yard dash—Won by Howe, E. H. 
S.; second, Bikofsky, E. H. S.; third, 
Mabbitt, E. H. S.; fourth, Barry, E. H. 
S. Time—3 3-5s. 

30-yard hurdles—Won by Soucy, B. 
L. S.; second, Bikofsky, E. H. S.; third, 
O’Brien, EH: S:: fourth; Cahill, E.-H.- 
S. Time—5s. 

300-yard dash—Won by Soucy, B. L. 
S.; second, Pendleton, E. H. S.; third, 
Patrick, E. H. S.; fourth, Mabbitt, E. 
H. S. Time—43s. 

600-yard run.—Won by Howe, E. H. 
S.; second, Morgan, E. H. S.; third, 
Kerr, E. H. S.; fourth, Salladine, B. 
L. S. Time—t1m. 37s. 

rooo-yard run—Won by Cusick, B. 
L. S.; second, Randolph, E. H. S.; third, 
Drefus, B. L. S.; fourth, Spitzer, E. H. 
S. Time—2m. 56s. 

Mile run—Won by Meyers, B. L. S.; 
second, Macy, E. H. S.; third, Sisson, 
E. H. S.; fourth, Bowers, B. L. S. 
Time—4m. 58 3-5s. 
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Shot-put—Won by Howe, E. H. S.; 
44ft. 5in; second, Soucy, B. L. S., dis- 
tance, 36ft. 11in.; third, Murphy, E. 
H. S., 36ft. 5in.; fourth, Huggan, B. 
L. S., 34ft. gin. 

High jump.—Won by Howe, E. H. 
S., height 5ft. 3in.; second, tie between 
Lewis of E. H. S. and Hamlin of B. 
LS. cat Siteeit;) fourth eBikotsiy, oie 
H. S., height 5ft. 

Team races.—E. H. S. ’15 vs. B. L. 
S. ’15.—Won by E. H. S. (Scott, Gor- 
don, Dandroro, Maradei); B. L. S. 
(Lallen, Shapiro, Waid, Cousens). 
Time—tm. 54s. 

Midget race (90 lbs.). E. H. S. vs. 
B. L. S—Won by E. H. S. (Jones, At- 
wood, Canberg, McKenna); B. L. S. 
(Cunningham, Kelliher, Gunnerblate, 
Laird). Time—t1m. 52s. 

Intermediate team race. B. L. S. vs. 
E. H. S—Won by B. L. S. (Mandel- 
stam, Gilpatrick, Allen, Cousens) ; E. H. 
S. (Kirke, Forte, Flynn, McKendrick). 
Time—t1m. 58s. 


HOCKEY. 


BOSTON COLLEGE HIGH 3, BOS- 
TON LATIN SCHOOL o. 


Though many are not aware of its 
existence there really is a hockey team 
in this school. It has been pursuing its 
quiet, even way for the past three 
months, and, while it has not attracted 
so much attention as have some of its 
rivals, has yet upheld the standard of 
past Latin School hockey teams. 

When it met the Boston High School 
seven it was prepared for a stiff battle, 


--and was ready to play a hard, determined 


game. But whether the ice was soft, or 
whether the men were not up to their 
usual game the B. C. men managed three 
times to slip the puck past our goal- 
tender. The Boston Latin School men, 
unwilling to take advantage of an un- 
suspecting enemy, refused to return 
the compliment and thus the game ended. 


ROXBURY LATIN SCHOOL 3, BOS- 
TON LATIN SCHOOL 1. 


Somewhat disgruntled over their de- 
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feat at the hands of our track-team, 
the Roxbury Latin School athletes joined 
the forces and defeated our hockey team 
after a long and bitter struggle. The 
score was 3 to I. In this game Madden 
showed his real worth as a goal-keeper, 
stopping many tries and shooting the 
puck away, far down the rink. Cheney 

also played a good steady game, and did 

much to keep the score down. 

RINDGE TRAINING SCHOOL 1, 
BOSTON LATIN SCHOOL o. 
In view of the fact that the Rindge 

hockey team is regarded as one of the 

strongest in the state, our seven is to 
be congratulated on its splendid show- 
ing. They held their opponents to one 
goal, and many times worked the puck 
down into the enemy’s territory, only 
to have an attempt at goal stopped by 
the watchful Rindge goal-keeper. Much 
credit is due to Madden for the ex- 
cellent game that he played for the 

Latin School, and indeed every man on 

the team deserves his share of praise. 

The whole seven worked as a unit and 

team-play did for a weaker organization 

what brilliant individual playing could 
not do for a much stronger opponent. 
SWIMMING. 

The Boston Latin School swimming 
team is training twice a week at the 
Cabot street baths. The use of the 
swimming tank has been given the 
school free, and those who are so in- 
clined now have the finest facilities in 
the city for swimming. 

Captain Perkins wants every man in 
the school who can swim to come out 
for the team. If he is not so good as 
some, nevertheless the swimming team 
is still in its infancy and good men are 
always wanted; and furthermore, it 
costs nothing! Long distance swimmers 
are especially desired, and those who 
can do the jack-knife dive and display 
other feats of natatorial skill will find a 
warm welcome. Several promising 


swimmers have already been discovered — 


and the prospects for beating one of our 
near neighbors seem very bright. 
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